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Summary 


Quackity had come to terms with being alone. 


Yes, he had the people in Las Nevadas, but they were a means to an end. A necessary 
component to running his new country. 


Citizens, and nothing more. 


He didn't expect to be greeted by an old friend. 


Notes 


i've barely written or read romance before, hope you enjoy <33 :) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Quackity hummed, staring at the for-hires strutting before him. 


Horrid. 


They were absolutely nothing close to Las Nevadas material, he would know; after all, he’d 
done his own fair of stripping, and none of them made the cut. 


Clicking his tongue in disappointment, he averted his gaze from their lackluster 
performances, leaning further back in his seat. Squinted out the window, because there was a 
blur steadily approaching, and-- 


The door popped open. 


“Quackity!” A soft voice called cheerfully, familiar in its tingling bells and yet barely 
resembling the man’s underlying tone in life. 


Those milky blue eyes stared him down, lips upturned and, upon a closer glance, dripping a 
steady blue down the corner. Ghostbur didn’t even spare a glance at the strippers; instead, he 
gently floated down beside Quackity, settling on the little space next to him. 


“.. Ghostbur? What are you doing here?” He couldn’t hide the note of incredulousness 
from his voice. Sure, he’d talk to Ghostbur before, but that was-- months ago. Before Las 
Nevadas. Hell, before the apparent creation of Kinoko Kingdom, he noted bitterly. After he’d 
sung a bit of the original L Manberg anthem for Wilbur--for what was--he’d not really talked 
to the remnants of Wilbur left behind. The only true connection left to Wilbur. 


He’d seen him in passing, sure, but he’d never shown Ghostbur-- 


“T wanted to see you!” 


Staring into those eyes, that healthy blend of blue-brown, at that dopey smile, he found 
himself wondering how much Ghostbur remembered from life. How much-- 


Hearing an irritated huff, Quackity’s attention was turned back to his previous issue at hand. 
The uncompetent strippers. Still, removing his eyes from Ghostbur and back to the non-hires, 
it just reminded him of the party, Niki’s birthday bash. A pleasant blend of songs, smokes, 
stripping in front of the crowds--but most importantly, in front of Wilbur. He wondered if 
Ghostbur remembered all that. 


Hearing a little gasp, the soft clamp of a hand being pressed against one’s mouth, Quackity 
came to realize Ghostbur had become aware of the main guests of the night. Sitting there 
stiffly, the ghost was looking as far away from the strippers as possible. Chuckling, Quackity 
was just again reminded of that night. Of Wilbur leaving when he’d started stripping, cheeks 
dusted pink. Being rendered speechless by Quackity’s display. Really, every moment that 
passed, Quackity could draw the similarities between Wilbur and Ghostbur. 


Waving his hand, shooing the others out of the room, Quackity called after them, “I'll send 
you all the results tomorrow!” Nothing good, of course, but it was better to cut it close early. 
Saved Quackity from boredom, and relieved Ghostbur of his uncomfortable--and frankly 
cute--squirming. 


As the last of the failed strippers tumbled out of the room, shuffling one after the other with 
little grumbles, Quackity faced Ghostbur once again. Gave him his full attention--he knew 
the other would like that. Wilbur just craved attention, after all, and Quackity? Well, he didn’t 
mind giving it to him. 


“They’re gone now,” Quackity huffed, unable to keep the amusement out of his voice. 
Ghostbur was still staring off into space, and so Quackity leaned forward, just to try and 
catch Ghostbur’s attention. 


But, well--he couldn’t help but get distracted. Because he remembered Ghostbur’s blue, and 
it seemed like that blue was still staining his mouth, dripping down his chin, and he couldn’t 
help but wonder if that’d been there all those months ago and he just hadn’t noticed it. 


And, well, he didn’t want his club floor getting stained, of course. And so--he cupped 
Ghostbur’s chin in his hand, wiping off the liquid from the man’s mouth with his thumb. 


That had Ghostbur’s eyes snapping right back to him, and his face went immediately red. 


Quackity laughed, dropping his hand. He was so pale, a little grayed out, that color came so 
easily to Ghostbur’s face. Cute, his mind supplied as one of Ghostbur’s hands reached up, 
cradling the spot Quackity had caressed his face. 


For a fleeting second, he regretted that he hadn’t just pressed a kiss to the spot instead. He 
quickly vanquished those thoughts, though--even if Wilbur would have loved that sort of 
thing, would have reveled in it at the party, Ghostbur wouldn’t be the same. 


Plus, it wasn’t like Wilbur had ever put a fucking ounce of sincerity in his actions--had said 
all those sweet nothings, promises of a painfully domestic homelife together, cooking up a 
wonderful smell, murmurs of a better life as he kissed his neck, as Quackity leaned back into 
him, cuddled together and shared body heat amongst mounds of freezing snow. 


It was never meant to be. It was just as Wilbur said, and Quackity agreed. Because it never 
was meant to be, not with Schlatt, not with Karl and Sapnap--and sometimes, it felt like 
Wilbur had come before them. Was a during amongst all of them, too. Always present in 
some way, even if they’d never been official. A taunt, a yearning. 


Wilbur changed like the tides in the ocean. One minute they were enjoying moments of 
intimacy, too close for two friends and nothing more, and the next they were on the verge of 
growling out the most cruel sentiments, tugging on each other’s flaws, spitting hatred and 
spewing negativity. And then the tipping point-- Wilbur rushing off in a flurry, off to the 
room, the dreaded button room, where Quackity would always chase after him. 


Because despite it all, despite the confusing mix of emotions, the amount of conflict that man 
could put him through--despite it all, he didn’t want to lose him. 


And he hadn’t. He hadn’t for a long time, because he’d been there. When he and Tommy had 
approached, had been willing to go down with him. When they’d verged a bit too deep into 
rivalry after Niki’s birthday, when the nagging thoughts in the back of Quackity’s mind told 
him Wilbur was acting more sober than a few minutes earlier as he tried his best to promise a 


solution other than Plan B--Quackity knew the ins and outs of Wilbur, in a way. Ways to 
satisfy him--in more ways than one. 


But in the end, satisfaction wasn’t enough. Wilbur wanted more--he always did. He couldn’t 
settle for the bare minimum, or even a bit more. Couldn’t handle a nice life with no conflict, 
the simplicities of a small cottage off in the middle of nowhere. Wilbur wanted the spice-- 
and Quackity could respect that. Always had. After all, what was life without that tinge? The 
flare? But Wilbur--Wilbur always overdid it, and that wound up with him dead. Buried six 
feet under, or even deeper. 


At least, that’s how it should have been. But no, instead there was this oblivious ghost sitting 
before him, dressed up differently but still acting painfully Wi/bur-- not in the ways most 
others remembered, in the ways they chose to remember, but the Wilbur that Quackity got to 
know in the small moments. During the in-betweens. 


Smoking cigarettes together, soft words spoken between them. Running his hands through 
Wilbur’s hair or rubbing his back as he stared off into the distance, seeing a future Quackity 
couldn’t even begin to fathom. Even before Pogtopia, before everything went downhill so 
fast--back during the elections. They hadn’t known each other so well then, sure, but that 
friction was there. The burning intensity, the heated moments. But also the soothing silence, 
Wilbur’s guard softened before the sunset. During the early sunrise. 


Wilbur would never let Quackity fully in, and that’d been okay with him. They’d always 
been opposites--whether it was sides or ideology. They’d strived for some of the same things, 
but had never been able to truly compromise. At most, make amicable relations. At worst, 
devolve into catfights in a messy blotch of politics. 


But those worse moments, where both of them were their less than ideal selves--it never felt 
personal when that happened. At the end of the day, night, week, month--they’d manage to 
meet up again like nothing bad had truly occurred. And it never really had, for them. Sure, 
things had gone to shit, Wilbur had started floating away, was torn away, webbed into a mess 
of paranoia and fuck knows what else, but they’d still managed to make time for each other. 
Be close, except for the times before Quackity had joined Pogtopia’s side, during Wilbur’s 
exile. Where Quackity had stood complacent in a slot behind Schlatt, leering over some 
shades. Had cheered for the previous president to be gone, had let Schlatt’s sweet, broken 
promises infest into his brain and heart. 


Had left Wilbur virtually alone in the throes of a world out to get him, with perceived 
enemies at every turn. Rotting away in a leaky, hazardous, bone-chilling underground base, 
with a bright-eyed and ignorant teenager the only other around to keep him company. The 
only one to latch onto, yet not what he needed. 


Quackity could’ve been what he needed. 


But, regretfully, Quackity hadn’t been around for most of that. And he could of been, that’s 
what stung. Maybe if he had--well. 


He looked at Ghostbur. Who was staring at him with a furrowed brow, scrunched up nose, 
painting the perfect picture of confusion. 


If he’d been there earlier, maybe they wouldn’t have ended up like this. 


“Do you remember Pogtopia?” The words slipped from Quackity’s lips before he could stop 
them, and he cursed himself internally, already knowing the answer that would arise. Didn’t 
know why such a question would ever bother to work its way out his mouth. 


“Pogtopia? Huh, what a funny name,” Ghostbur gave a little giggle as he shook his head, 
which Quackity’s heart would have fluttered over if those words didn’t plunge an icy spike 
deep into his heart. He hadn’t expected anything else, but still-- sti// --the salty edge of 
disappointment didn’t sting any less. 


He knew Ghostbur didn’t remember bad things. At the very least, he knew all the basics 
before he’d run off from that crater, the false replica of L’ Manberg, and built up his own 
place. His own home. 


Las Nevadas. With Fundy, with Sam, Purpled, Foolish, Slimecicle--hell, maybe one day, if 
things had gone differently, he might’ve invited Wilbur. 


Gods knows how much Wilbur needed a break from L’Manberg, a place he wasn’t the sole 
leader to. A place built together was a fantasy in a different world, one that could never come 
to fruition. Not with the path things have tumbled down now, and probably too unrealistic for 
any world, either. Nothing more than an optimistic hope, a dreamscape. 


Ghostbur, though? Well--he could be pleasant company around. Even if his heart dipped as 
he stared at the other, the blank uncomprehending look in his eyes, he thinks he could get 
used to this. He’s been forced to get used to so many things in his life, after all. At the very 
least, this change would be willing. 


And so he plastered on a toothy grin. Clapped a hand on the ghost’s back, which elicited a 
startled yep from the other, though Ghostbur was quick to scoot closer. 


“You still get all clammy around strippers, huh?” Quackity teased; around Ghostbur, a light 
mood was better than anything. Preferable, too. 


“Huh?” Ghostbur blinked at him owlishly, cheeks still tinted pink--and who knew ghosts 
could have such a lasting blush? 


“You’re the only stripper I’ve ever seen...” 


“Bullshit,” Quackity snorted; he’d never take Wilbur for the prudish type. After all, he’d 
shown moves to take initiative before, both in actions and speech. 


“Not bullshit, really,” Ghostbur insisted, with a pout, of all things, and Quackity could only 
cackle further. 


“Then maybe you’ ve forgotten all others. As you should, really--I’m the only spectacle you 
need to lay eyes upon,” 


What was Quackity saying? To a ghost, of all people? The ghost of a friend who only ran 
with the spark in the moment and didn’t feel anything past that? 


“T don’t need to see you naked to want to get on you,” 


And--what? Ghostbur’d just spoke, in a--a lower, huskier voice. Fidgeting with the edge of 
his sweater, picking at a loose thread, but the look on his face-- Gods, the look on his face. 


Ghostbur looked attractive. Just like he remembered. Gently nipping on his own lip, Quackity 
was sure blue blood would begin to leak from Ghostbur. Cheeks heated up, eyelids slightly 
lowered. It was a look Quackity might not have seen on the ghost before, but still a look he 
was familiar with on the other, nonetheless. 


“Do you remember the party?” And there the words went, tumbling from Quackity’s lips 
again. But this time--he felt more hopeful. He knew the party meant nothing, not to Wilbur, 
not deep down--but maybe it had still been something good. After all, Ghostbur seems to 
have remembered him stripping, so why not more? Why not those broken promises he’d 
whispered to Quackity in the corner of the room, teeth ranking his neck? The way he’d 
massaged Quackity’s bones, let him relax and settle down beside him, flattered the most over 
Quackity s undivided attention? 


“Niki’s? Yes,” Ghostbur was quick to respond, and faster still to continue, “Biting your neck, 
touching your smooth skin--it felt good. You made me feel good, Quackity.” 


And fuck, if that didn’t send a surge of warmth throughout Quackity. He didn’t think 
Ghostbur would talk to him /ike that, like Wilbur, but the ghost seemed to have many tricks 
up his sleeve. 


Still, although Quackity let Wilbur take the lead a bit more that night--well, that was only in 
little, drunken ways. Here, now, Quackity was--well, Wilbur might’ve been the president of a 
nation once, but now Quackity was the leader of his own country. He was the one in charge. 


“Of course I did,” Quackity rumbled, leaning closer to Ghostbur, forcing him to sink back 
into the sofa, gently pushing Ghostbur’s hands into the cushion, out of the way, the other’s 
arms slack yet Quackity’s grip firm enough to keep them in their place. 


Leaning close to Ghostbur’s ear, he trailed his teeth against the rim, barely scraping the 
surface. Ghostbur shivered, and Quackity hummed, enjoying the feel of Ghostbur’s skin 
against him. 


“You like using your teeth, don’t you? Well, what about mine? How about I return the 
favor?” He whispered lowly, and the ghost reddened, nodding, a soft, whiny noise leaving his 
throat. 


Gods, he sounded beautiful. Still, he’d never gotten to tease Wilbur much. And so he forced 
himself to lean back, away from the gorgeous sight, and hold himself back on acting further 
at Ghostbur’s confused and desperate whine. He was laid out before him so perfectly, a figure 
to behold, sweet and in the mood. 


Still, that didn’t mean Quackity couldn’t have a bit more fun. 


“Hm? What was that, I didn’t hear you,” Quackity removed his grip from Ghostbur’s wrists, 
instead moving to settle his arms on Ghostbur’s shoulders and lean in closer towards the 
other’s neck, teasing that area instead, ever-so-gently running his teeth against skin. 


Ghostbur’s hands clenched onto Quackity’s arms, loosely tugging his sleeves. His legs, too, 
had reflexively wrapped themselves around Quackity’s waist. By this point, Ghostbur was 
practically sitting in Quackity’s lap. 


“B--Bite me. Please,” Ghostbur murmured softly, voice hitching at the feel of Quackity’s 
teeth against him. 


“Mm? Where?” Quackity questioned again, gradually trailing down to Ghostbur’s 
collarbone, enjoying the shudder that ran through the other. 


“Everywhere,” Ghostbur puffed out, hands clutching the back of Quackity’s shirt, tight grip, 
holding him, keeping him close, “Neck, mouth, ear--everywhere--anywhere--” 


Ghostbur’s eager pleas were cut off by a sharp gasp as Quackity finally --finally-- let his teeth 
sink in a bit deeper. Break the surface, just slightly. Not enough to draw blood, but enough for 
Ghostbur’s legs to pull around him tighter, craving more. 


“Quackity, please, please--” 


Ghostbur’s honey-sweet words were like music in his ears, holding a cadence he’d never 
quite heard before from Wilbur. A breathy, needing voice, one that he delivered the cravings 
for. 


It was a position he’d only ever been able to imagine with Wilbur--and Ghostbur, now, who 
was finally making it all real. With Schlatt, it’d never been an option. With Sapnap and Karl, 
who could make the dirtiest jokes in the world, they’d still always been too vanilla for this 
sort of-- 


Sapnap and Karl. 


Thinking about them in this moment, with Ghostbur squirming on his lap, soft pants leaving 
his throat, Quackity could feel a sickness burning in his stomach. 


He’d--he could do all this with someone who he’d only had fleeting moments with, but not 
with any of his lovers. Ex- lovers. None of it--it could never have been real, if he could do all 
this with just a friend. 


The flaming pit that’d been burning in his stomach seconds ago was immediately 
extinguished. A sour taste tainted his mouth. 


He was quick to pull back. Away from Ghostbur, easily yanking himself out of the ghost’s 
shaky grasp. Stood up, and ignored the wobbly voice questioning him, confused and hazy, 
not really all-there after being abruptly pulled from his riled-up state. 


He was through with Karl and Sapnap. They’d built up their own country without him, and 
didn't even bother mentioning it to him. They’d cut ties first, and Quackity--he’d eventually 
come to terms with that fact. Las Nevadas and Kinoko Kingdom represented their inability to 
unite, both in marriage and their lives. 


He was perfectly content with that. Content, even though they kept passing through his mind 
when they had no right to. Content, even though he avoided news involving Kinoko 
Kingdom like the plague. It was all fine, even if Quackity never officially said goodbye, 
could never bear to see them face-to-face. Not even type a single communicator message to 
either one. 


If they were fine without him, he was fine without them. Just like he was fine without Schlatt. 
Without Wilbur. 


Feeling a tug on his arm, Quackity glanced over. Ghostbur. 


Hands shaky and skin looking more blue-tinged than before, Ghostbur questioned, ““W-- 
What’s wrong? Did I do something? I’m sorry--” 


“No, no,” Quackity was quick to wave off the apologies, gently removing Ghostbur’s grip. 
Quackity couldn’t handle any semblance of intimacy right now, couldn’t feel loved, cared 

about, couldn’t show affection to others. Selfishly, for a brief moment, he wished Ghostbur 
would disappear. Get off this plane of existence, just like Wilbur, and never show up again. 


Guilt immediately ran through him as he processed the thought. Ghostbur was floating in 
place, looking lost. He didn’t--he didn’t deserve the cruel thoughts running through 
Quackity’s mind in his moments of weakness. 


Ghostbur didn’t know about Quackity’s issues. He didn’t remember Schlatt, or know of his 
ex-fiancés. He was sure the other would’ve never made a move if he knew. Some deep down 
part of him was glad Ghostbur didn’t have a clue, that he’d had the courage to re-enact that 
night. The feelings were quickly swept away in a tide of aching loneliness. 


Ghostbur couldn’t fill the void, even temporarily, like Wilbur could. Even when Wilbur was 
there--it was all artificial. He knew it. But even if he knew it, even so--he selfishly ached to 
hear it from Wilbur himself. A confirmation, to settle any potential doubts once and for all. 


He met Ghostbur’s eyes. Those aching pits of sadness, pulling at Quackity’s heartstrings. 
Still, he wanted the answers. And this person--ghost of a previous friend, a current one here 
in spirit--was the only one who could give them. 


“Was any of it real to you?” 


“What?” Ghostbur looked caught off guard, confused, and--well, Quackity hadn’t given 
much context, had he? 


“All that--kissing, biting, those sweet words--was any of that real? To you? Did you ever 
mean it? Did you ever even think to make it a reality?” 


Ghostbur stared at him blankly for a moment. Processing. Getting on track. 


“From ... the party?” Ghostbur started off slowly, but was quick to pick up, nodding 
vehemently, “Of course! Of course, I wanted to... I dreamed of . . . you, Quackity, a home 
with you,” Ghostbur’s words rolled off his tongue like a plea, desperate for understanding, 
for Quackity to comprehend his affections. 


Unfairly, Quackity couldn’t believe it. Couldn’t trust the words of someone who could only 
half-remember everything, who surely cared for him less in life than in death, “It wasn’t real 
to you,” Quackity insisted, tone hard, unbudging, “You took me for--a quickie, a fleeting 
hard-on. Only fantasized to--to get in the mood, or--you didn’t /ove me. Just wanted to-- 
satisfy that insatiable drive of yours, that sexual want.” 


“No!” Ghostbur shrieked, put-off, latching onto Quackity again, and Quackity--he forcefully 
yanked himself away, might’ve knocked his elbow into Ghostbur’s chin. Ignored the other’s 
soft yelp, averted his eyes--he couldn’t stand to look at the other. The painful reminder of 
Wilbur, of all his lies, of promises he’d never intended or hoped to keep. Just painted in 
Quackity’s mind, and didn’t care how they’d hurt him afterwards. 


Still, despite Quackity’s attempts to reject Ghostbur, to force him off, away, to /eave Las 
Nevadas, leave him, Ghostbur kept on speaking. Fast, tripping over his words, rambling on-- 


“T--I really liked you. Do like you. I lo--I . .. wanted to live with you, share the same bed, 
cook for you in the mornings, be the first thing you saw when you came home. Quackity, 
please, I care about you so--s--so much,” And Ghostbur’s words were pettering off into 
sniffles. Quackity couldn’t help the niggling feeling in his gut at hearing the sweet ghost’s 
tearful voice, down-trodden, something that Quackity caused, something that Ghostbur didn’t 
deserve. 


“T don’t know what Wilbur did, why he didn’t live with you, why I remember being so happy 
for Philza to kill me, asking for it--but all my memories before those final moments . . . there 
wasn’t ever a time where I’d been with you and didn’t want to build up a place together. I 
liked being close with you, and I wanted to be closer, permanently. I liked dying, and I liked 
you, and I don’t know why . . . I died before making a home with you. I don’t know,” 


Ghostbur broke off into sobs, and despite the deep-set guilt Quackity could feel setting in, he 
couldn’t bring himself to comfort the other. The one who so resembled the man he loved in 
life, the one who'd been so close to the edge but Quackity had managed to bring back, 
several times over. Who'd left on a bright, beautiful day, when their dreams had finally come 
true. When it seemed like they could finally be together in harmony, with their friends, with 
each other, in peace. 


But Wilbur had wanted to go. And when he wanted something--well, it eventually came true. 


“Why did you want to leave us?” Quackity demanded, but no words escaped between 
Ghostbur’s sobs anymore. He could feel irritation, dread, conflicting emotions he couldn’t 
comprehend with their comings and goings, rushing through him as he spat out venom, “You 
can fucking--you can defend your feelings for me, but not your life? How can you care about 
me but not yourself? If you’re not there, there’s no us. There never will be! You’re so selfish, 
leading me on like that, leaving me hoping, feeling like after the war, it’d all be good! We’d 
maybe finally make things official, get real together!” 


Turning a vehement glare on Ghostbur, the ghost flinching around from him, Quackity spat, 
“But no. You couldn’t care about yourself enough, even though we all cared for you. And you 


knew we cared about you--Eret said you mattered, Tommy stayed with you despite all the shit 
you’d done, Fundy sided with you, Tubbo, Niki, me-- but you decided, no. ‘T want to 
abandon everybody that loves me,’’’ Quackity mocked, “You selfish bitch!” 


The smoldering flames refused to leave his gut, despite how pitiful Ghostbur looked, face 
steaming as tears burned into his skin, evaporating into the air. The ghost uselessly scrubbed 
at his eyes, tears endless. 


“They--nobody cared for me,” Ghostbur breathed out, “Especially not Eret, he--the song--” 


“Oh, stop being so full of it!” Quackity snapped, “Of course we cared! Eret especially. Even 
made me give you that fucking note and everything, not that you needed it,” 


“Note?” Voice brittle, Ghostbur’s swimming eyes met his, and Quackity’s simmering 
emotions quelled just slightly, “He’s never given me a note. . . you never gave me any Eret 
notes...” 


“Yes I did. At the party. You said you remembered that, why would you forget it? That isn’t a 
bad memory,” Quackity huffed, “Someone finally showing their love for you, despite the 
mess you were.” 


Except, at the time, Quackity realized, Wilbur hadn t accepted it. Didn’t believe the words 
scribbled onto paper in neat ink, didn’t think he mattered. Quackity had called Wilbur a 
buzzkill, a party-ruiner, and Karl had agreed--they said that Wilbur was killing the vibes, 
ruining the mood, and Quackity could feel regret sinking into his gut. He thought--he thought 
Wilbur knew he didn’t really mean it, just wanted a night away from anything really serious. 
He’d agreed when Wilbur said he didn’t matter. He didn’t think it would have ever been 
taken seriously, after all the moments they’d had together. 


Quackity thought he’d always been there for Wilbur, but he hadn’t. Hell, he’d even gone in 
the complete opposite direction sometimes. 


And focusing back on Ghostbur, who was looking at him blankly, wet trails down his cheeks, 
looking more through him then anything, Quackity knew he was fucking up even more now. 


Even when Wibur was dead and gone, he still seemed to be able to hurt him. Fuck. 


Thinking back, processing everything he’d said to Ghostbur-- really processing-- he came to 
realize all the cruel words he’d screamed out poisonously, with the intents to hurt, untrue and 
blaming Wilbur for all sorts of things that he shouldn’t have-- fuck, blaming him for wanting 
to die. 


Quackity screwed up big time. Big fucking time. Let all those negativities that festered within 
him--so many of them not even fucking remotely related to Wilbur-- lash out and infect the 
ghost of his friend, harm him, spread him venom, his viper, just to make someone else feel 
the pain he did, a pain he was sure Wilbur knew full and well--just to get some temporary 
sick satisfaction. 


“T’m sorry,” The words left Quackity’s mouth immediately, quickly sinking down to his 
knees, in front of Ghostbur, who was staring at the floor, waterworks display gone but still 
looking blank, oh-so blank, and Quackity belatedly noted the scattered blue chunks littering 
his floor. The blue Ghostbur always carried around, glowing brightly. 


Quackity’s stomach curled. 


“Ghostbur,” He breathed softly, cupping the other’s face in his hands, gently angling his face 
up to look at him, heart aching as he gazed upon the steaming tear tracks that he’d caused. 


The other just stared back at him, looking lost, so painfully lost, unsure, not there. 


“Qua--Quackity?” The ghost murmured softly, a tinge of confusion coloring his words. 


“I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Quackity repeated, pulling Ghostbur closer, into a hug. Ghostbur 
gently rubbed his back, touch feather-light, “I didn’t mean any of that, I promise--I was 
wrong, okay? You haven’t done anything wrong. You’re good, Ghostbur, don’t you forget 
that. I’m sorry--really.” 


Quackity was about to go on, ramble, try to right his wrongs, but Ghostbur’s words stopped 
him cold in his tracks, “Hm? Sorry for what? Mm... I thought I was . . . in L-Manberg,” 


They were on the floor of the club in Las Nevadas. 


Quackity pulled back. Stared into Ghostbur’s eyes. 


“T’m--I’m glad to see you again, Quackity!” 


He was greeted by Ghostbur’s beaming smile, any trace of tears or sadness gone. 


“T wanted to look for you soon--I’m glad I found you! Where are we? This doesn’t look like 
L’Manberg.” 


He’d forgotten. Ghostbur had just forgotten everything they’d gone through. 


“Tt’s really pretty ... can we look around? I’d love to spend more time with you!” 


Any chances of reconciling with Wilbur had vanished. He was dead and long gone. Even 
with a ghost left behind, the conflicts of the living couldn’t mesh with the dead. 


“Yeah... Yeah! C’mon, buddy, this is Las Nevadas. My country! I'll show you all the ins 
and outs, if you can keep up--” Forcing cheer into his voice, a tired smile on, he got up, 
pulled Ghostbur to his feet, their clasped hands together as they walked out of the club. 
Letting Ghostbur talk his ear off. It was the least he could do, after everything. 


Staring at Ghostbur, at the person he loved so dearly, he couldn’t help but think of what could 
have been. 


Co-leaders of a flowering nation together, or bundled together in a warm, cozy little shack. 


If he cried himself to sleep that night--well, there was nobody around to bear witness. 


End Notes 


lols if you have any wilbur-centric fic ideas leave a comment and maybe i'll write them <3 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


